

































































…Sometimes her blood really came up in the fight, and she felt as if, with her 
hands, she could tear any man, any male creature, limb from limb. A super-human, 
voltaic force filled her. For a moment she surged in massive, inhuman, female 
strength. The men always　wilted. And invariably, when they wilted, she touched 
them with a sudden gentle touch, pitying. So that she always remained friends with 
them. When her curious Amazonic power left her again, and she was just a mere 
woman, she made shy eyes at them once more, and treated them with the inevitable 
female-to-male homage…But her strength was deep and heaving, like the strange 
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heaving of an earthquake, or the heave of a bull as it rises from earth. And by sheer 
non-human power, electric and paralysing, she could overcome the brawny red-
headed fellow…. He would ask her out to ridiculously expensive suppers, and send 
her sweets and flowers, fabulously recherché. He was always immaculately well-
dressed…Of course, as a lady and a nurse,” he said to her, “you are two sorts of 





















しさと畏怖心が唸っているのか、“A super-human, voltaic force filled her. For a moment 



















We think not. If we turn over the head of the penny and look at the tail, we don’t 
thereby deny or betray the head. We do but adjust it to its own complement. And so 
with high-mindedness. It is but one side of the medal — the crowned reverse. On the 
obverse the three legs still go kicking the soft-footed spin of the universe, the dolphin 
flirts and the crab leers. So Alvina spun her medal, and her medal came down tails. 
Heads or tails? Heads for generations. Then tails. See the poetic justice. Now Alvina 
decided to accept the decision of her fate. Or rather, being sufficiently a woman, she 
didn’t decide anything. She was her own fate. She went through her training 






Ciccio was sitting looking towards the fire. His presence made Alvina tremble. She 
noticed how the fine black hair of his head showed no parting at all — it just grew 
like a close cap, and was pushed aside at the forehead. Sometimes he looked at her, 
as Madame talked, and again looked at her, and looked away. （206）
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“In England,” he answered suddenly, “horses live a long time, because they don’t 
live - never alive - see? In England railway-engines are alive, and horses go on wheels.” 
He smiled into her eyes as if she understood. She was a trifle nervous as he smiled at 
her from out of the stable, so yellow-eyed and half-mysterious, derisive. Her impulse 
was to turn and go away from the stable. But a deeper impulse made her smile into 
his face, as she said to him… “They like you to touch them…“Who?” His eyes kept hers. 
Curious how dark they seemed, with only a yellow ring of pupil. He was looking right 


















Ciccio was handsome now: without war-paint, and roused, fearless and at the same 
time suggestive, a dark, mysterious glamour on his face, passionate and remote. A 
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stranger - and so beautiful. Alvina flashed at the piano, almost in tears. She hated his 





























“You’re a lost girl!” cried Miss Pinnegar.
“Am I really?” laughed Alvina. It sounded funny.
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“Yes, you’re a lost girl,” sobbed Miss Pinnegar, on a final note of despair.
“I like being lost,” said Alvina.
Miss Pinnegar wept herself into silence. She looked huddled and forlorn. Alvina went 












“I can’t,” she moaned, trying to struggle. But she was powerless.
Dark and insidious he was: he had no regard for her. How could a man’s 
movements be so soft and gentle, and yet so inhumanly regardless! He had no regard 
for her. Why didn’t she revolt? Why couldn’t she? She was as if bewitched. She 
couldn’t fight against her bewitchment. Why? Because he seemed to her beautiful, so 
beautiful. And this left her numb, submissive. Why must she see him beautiful? Why 
was she will-less? She felt herself like one of the old sacred prostitutes: a sacred 
prostitute. （332）
…The lovely translucent pale irises, tiny and morning-blue, they lasted only a few 
hours. But nothing could be more exquisite, like gods on earth. It was the flowers 
that brought back to Alvina the passionate nostalgia for the place. The human 
influence was a bit horrible to her. But the flowers that came out and uttered the 
earth in magical expression, they cast a spell on her, bewitched her and stole her own 





















































随筆と詩が存在するので、これらを引用したい。まず始めに、“Cocksure Women and 
Hensure Men”からの一節である。
There are two aspects to women. There is the demure and the dauntless. Men 
have loved to dwell.… on the demure maiden whose inevitable reply is: Oh, yes, if you 
please, kind sir! The demure maiden, the demure spouse, the demure mother -this is 
still the ideal. …We don’t expect a girl skillfully driving her car to be demure, we 
expect her to be dauntless. What good would demure and maidenly Members of 
Parliament be, inevitably responding…She is cocksure, but she is a hen all the time. 
Frightened of her own henny self she rushes to mad lengths about votes, or welfare, 



















we have come through！” では、イギリスへと自分たちの⼦供たちに会いたくて戻りたくて
仕方ないフリーダとロレンスの心理戦を表現した詩、“She Comes Back”が所容されている。
ここでは、フリーダの母性に深い嫌悪感を露にしている。
I have seen it, felt it in my mouth, my throat, my chest, my belly,
Burning of powerful salt, burning, eating through my defenceless nakedness.
I have been thrust into white, sharp crystals,
Writhing, twisting, superpenetrated.
Ah, Lot's Wife, Lot's Wife!
The pillar of salt, the whirling, horrible column of salt, like a waterspout
That has enveloped me!
Snow of salt, white, burning, eating salt
In which I have writhed.
Lot's Wife! - Not Wife, but Mother.
I have learned to curse your motherhood,
You pillar of salt accursed.
I have cursed motherhood because of you,
Accursed, base motherhood! （155-6）




































































You are the call and I am the answer,
You are the wish, and I the fulfilment,
You are the night, and I the day.
What else-it is perfect enough,





Strange, how we suffer in spite of this! （152）
最後の心の叫び、“Strange, how we suffer in spite of this!”から、どのようにしたら理想
的な主従関係を構築させられるのか、常にロレンスの頭を悩ます種であったことは容易に想
像できる。男の脳裏内のみで確立されたファンタジー、“You are the call and I am the 
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In this essay, I examined　“The Lost Girl. “This work has been criticized and overlooked 
by the researchers and critics. One of the reasons is that this work is marred by two-sided 
division and the author’s confusing plot. In this essay, I approached the reason why it is 
divided by two-sided division by focusing on the distance between the narrator and Albina 
from a different point of view.
In chapter one, I followed the stories, analyzing the important scenes. Alvina Houghton is 
the daughter of the tradespeople in Manchester. She struggles to find herself and hopes to 
be independent from her families. After training as a nurse in London, she can handle her 
own life, but she happens to join a travelling theatre group and met a guy who is charming 
and passionate Italian Ciccio. She is overwhelmed by his presence. After that, he makes her 
life confused and finally she gets lost herself in Italy where she starts her married life. She 
expects happy marriage with Ciccio but she is growing the desire to go back to the upper-
class life in Manchester.
In chapter two, I examined the Background of 1920-30 in the United Kingdom. And I found 
out that the new woman is increasing in UK then. They are independent and struggle to 
get a vote to right. They want to be regarded as having the same right as men. They are 
very passionate about involving in the politics, which is regarded as man’s territory. 
Furthermore, in Lawrence’s actual life, he had difficulties in building the relationships with 
Frieda weekly, who wants to go back to the United Kingdom to meet her children. Because 
of these reasons, I found that new woman and Freida get much involved in The Lost Girl.
That is why, anxiety about and refusal of the future new women bring this ambiguous 
ending to preserve the stereo-typical gender rule which is already existed. In other words, 
the narrator prevents her from being independent at the ending. And it is the opposite way of 
the master and slave relationships in The White Peacock which was written in 1910. In this way, 
The Lost Girl is Lawrence's most useful example to study his real feeling for new woman.
